EXTREMES MEET

at Miramara, and so to Miramara he himself would drive
to-night.   What excuse should he make to Georgie ?   It
would be rather amusing to tell her he was going out with
Waterlow.    That cad!    That cad!    Why had he ever
given him his confidence?    He might have known a
fellow like that would have no scruples in taking advantage
of it   What was it Sir Frederic had been asking for just
now ?   Oh, yes, those photographs of the Western Front.
He found them and was taking them upstairs when he
heard the voice of Captain Drimys in the hall, enquiring
if the under-porter had brought him back his cigarettes
yet,     Georgie was still in the toils of the American
Minister, and was so glad to be rescued that she was
almost pleasant to her husband, who told her that Water-
low had invited him to go out with him later on to-night.
" With some pretty ladies ? " she asked.
He laughed this off.   There were other things in life
besides pretty ladies, he assured her.   No, this was some
stunt of Waterlow's.   He knew more or less what it was,
but he ought not to say.

"Well, as a matter of fact," Georgie announced,
" Captain Drimys has invited me to go for a drive with
him to-night. So your arrangement fits in beautifully
with mine. I shall enjoy getting cool after the party."

Arthur frowned. It was not that he cared in the least
where Georgie went or what she did when she arrived;
but this was a little too shameless. He did not want to be
laughed at. The small world of this small capital was too
much with them to-night, he thought, looking round at
the prismatic throng chattering away above the music of
Dvorak's Humoresque.

" And here is Captain Drimys himself," Georgie said.